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sitting beside you in the bus or the Underground,
ostensibly ordinary people, whom you would hardly
notice.
One evening, at a certain cafe in London, I ran
into a friend of mine who dabbles in sculpture. He
was alone and I joined him. He told me he was
waiting for one of his models. I expected a very
beautiful, exotic young woman and asked whether
he minded if I sat at his table. He told me I was
very welcome but it was not a woman he was
waiting for but a very ordinary middle-aged man.
" A model ? " I asked  " what for ? "
" I am doing a bust of him. He has commissioned
it."
" Rich or important ? "
" Neither."
t{ What does he do ? "
"He is in a bank.    That's all."
" A financier ? "
" No just an ordinary official at one of the banks.
Not quite a clerk I suppose but nothing to speak
of."
ci Extraordinary ! "
" It is. If you wait long enough you may find
material for a story."
I did. Impatiently I looked at the main door
from which various people entered but none so
interesting as to be an artist's model. One of these
very unimportant-looking persons came and sat at